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^ ^BeTrAgedieof 

tir,?**L hcsrtwill figh when I miicall it/b, 

Wnich hnds it an inforced pilgrimage# 

ThefuUenpallageof rhy^^eariefteps 
fclteeme atoyle wherein thou art to fet. 

The precious lewell of thy home returne. 

Nayr«her.cuerytedfou^ri^ 4» 
WiUbutxemcm 

1 wander fro m the lew^sTfiat Hoik., 
^^lotferyieAionga^^ 
ffifee»patl^es,an d in the end. 

Aay lpg^iyife$4ome jb of notliing eh> j 

-4 JLiourneyxnan_to griefe ^ 

G^mf. AJlplace^tthedeoihe^^^^^^ 

Are to a^ilg nianports and iiappy hanpnc , 

Ijacluhy nece flitic to reafo n thus . 

The re is no vertue li ke neceflitie ; 

ThjnkenoFH re King did banifli thee, 
y^^bojJt he j^ing j who doth the heau ier fi t» 
y^/hgrxit j>erceiu^it is but faintly hn n^; 

Aim nptthg,KiDgejcilde t hee ^ or/iip pr>f(» 
■^ijOHringp gftilence hangs in our aire,. 

Andih_fia art fl^ng to a frefli er rlm^ 
tokgjjdiatth^^ 

§|^4^x4wging_lnrc^^ ' 

TfiecraOlw^^ treadft, t he pre fence flrowde 

iP^^Siiiradies:^ 
Then%delight fuJlineArure, ora dauhed' 
f etgnariuigfpi^ po„,gr {, • 

1 he man that: niock;ei at it a nd fets it li phr ’ 

Rv^hi* f "r ’ 

By think ng on the frofty Caucafus / 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination oUieait ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

^ thinking on fantaftickfummers heat » 
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jitcioarathe Seesndt 

V..- . Giuebut the greater feeling to theworfe; 

forrowes tooth doth ncuet rande more • 

Then when it bite^, but lanchcth not the foare* ^ 

Gaunt. Come come my fonne, lie bring thee on thy way 

HadIthyyouthandcaufe,Iwouldnofcftay. 

BuU ThenEnglands ground farewell? fweetfoilewicw, 

My Mother and my Nurfe that bearcs meyet. 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this 1 can. 

Though baniihtyet a true borne Engbfhman.^ ^ /o. 

Enter the King with Bujhie, c^c * at »ne dore, 

Lord Aumerle at the other* 

King. WecdidobferuejCoofinH^ww-r/e, "" 

How farre brought you high Herford on his way i 
' Aum. I brought high Herford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next nigh way, and there I left him. 

King. And fay, what ftoreofpartingteareswcreftied.? 

Aum. Faith none for me,except the Northeaftwind^ 

Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

" Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace pur hollow parting with a teare. 

King. What faid your Coofm when you parted with him 
Au* Farew ellj Sc for my heart difdained that my tongue 
fliould fb prophane the word that taught me craft, 

T o counterfaite opprefsion of fuch griefe, 
ucT^ That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : ^ 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres, 

And added yeeres to his fliort baniflimcnt. 

He (hould haue had a volume of farewels .• 

But fince it would not, he hadnoneof me. 

King. He is our C oofin s Coofin, but tis doubt, 

When time fhall call him home from banilhment. 

Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends* 
OurfelfeandBulhie,'*^ '* y. -4 

Obferued his courtfhip tothe common people, 

How he did feemc to diue into their hearts, 
Withhumbleandfamiliarcurtefie, • 

Withreuerence he did throw away on HaucS, • ' 

C t Wooing 


